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middle of the summer, must, I thought, be so far
away that I did not dwell on the thought for an
instant. The piece began; it proved to be the
Fair Penitent, I uttered an exclamation of surprise.
The lady turned; it wax Caliste. Judge of our
astonishment;, our emotion, our joy! (for every
other sentiment gave place in that instant to the
joy of meeting). I forgot the faults I had com-
mitted, the regrets I had felt; I no longer had a
wife or she a husband; we had found each other
again; were it but for a few moments we could
feel only that.

She appeared to me a little paler and more care-
less in her dress, but nevertheless more beautiful
than I had ever seen her.

"What good fortune!" she said, "what
happiness1 I had come to see the piece that at
this very theatre decided my lot. It is the first
time that I have come here since that day. I had
never had the courage to return; now other
regrets have made me insensible to that kind of
shame. I came to evoke my earliest experiences,
and to reflect on my life; and it is you whom I find
here, you the real, the only interest of my life, the
constant object of my thought, of my memory, of
my regrets, you, whom I did not dare to hope I
should ever see again."

For a long time I did not answer her. For a long
time we gazed at each other, as if we each wished
to assure ourselves that it was truly the other.
" Is it really you? " I said at last. " It is really